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“WHEN 1 JTARTED DOWAN THIS
HiLL, FTHOUGHMT | COULD JTOP;
BUT NOW 1'M AFRAID 1 CAN'T.

GOOPNESS £ -
| HOPE | SHAN'T HIT
THAT WOMAN ON THE
CROSSING.....”

‘ HER ROLLER SKATES
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“SHE DID IT ON PURPOSE —
JHE QUGHT TO BE ARRESTED®™
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‘IDIDN'T DO A THING!”

THE WOMAN:-

ETHELINDA: ,

“Now here’s c-a-r-p-e-t. Well! Well! What does that spell?

It must be something hard, 1 guess. Oh, dear! there goes first bell.”

“Young man, what are you doing? I'm a carpet; yes I am.

A very good one, too, at that. I tell you I'm no sham.

“Yes, sir, a first-class carpet—all wool and one yard wide.
Young man, you cannot sit on me. No, sir. vou hurt my pride.
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© “T-a-c-k. What does that spell? Oh, dear! what a big bore!
4'll sit down in a corner so that 1 can think sope more.

“Dear me! What is this thing? It surely makes me dance.
Ohb me! oh my! it is a tack, It's stuck sight in-my pants.

“C:a-r-p-e-t, I know, is carpet, one yard wide;

T-s-¢-k is tack, all right, that pricked my tender hide.”




